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A hunting he provides to go, | 


eber wich the untitnely Death of their two Children, wickedly performed by s HMeatheniſh and. rn 
* * > the like of which STERN and 1 Wat never before heard of. Lag 


* 


N Ra a eee did wed, 
8 Virgin of great Fame, 
'B fairer creature never did 
Dame nature ever Frame: | 
By whom he bad twa, Children fair, 
whoſe Beauty did excel; 


they were the Patents only Joy, 


"hs, y loved them ſo well. 
Tord helov'd to hunt the Buck, 
| the I'yger, and the Boar ; 


and 4i}] for Swiitnefs always took 


with him a Blackamoor : 

Which Bl:ckamoor within the Wood 
his Lord he did offend ; 

For when his Lord did bim correct, 
in hopes he would amend. 


Tbe Day n grew unto an End, 


then home wars be did haſte, 
here with his Lady he did reſt, 

untui tne Night was paſt ; 
Theo in che Morning be did riſe, 
- _ and did his Servants call, 


. "ſtraight bey were ready I. 
Jo cauſe tne toil the Lady did 
intreat bim not to 801 
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N las. good Lady tber quath be 


Content thy ielf, 


| Farewell, eecr Childzen, 1 he © My Senſes all begin to fai!, 
à fine. i hing to: tihuy 3 15 
Zut they there with, 8. nn 5 


rie c ed o? 
wil. return 
with Speed to thee again; 
Good Father, quoch tbe little Babes, 
with vs here ſtill rema a 


Why art thou 


aloud began to er). 


The Vo ber takes them by the Haud, 


ſaying, come go wilt me 2 
Unto the higneſt Lower, where 
your Vather you ſh: 1! tre, 
"Phe Biackam"or pereriving now, 
who tnen cid ſtay behind, 
His Lord to be a buns gone, 
began to call to. mi | | 
My malicr he did me curve, UE: 
my Fault cot heirg, great: 


vo of bis Wife Il ge reveng'd, 


ſhe ſtali noi me int: eat. 
The place was moated found aba ut, 
the Bridge he u dijjidraw z - 
the Gates he boltid very faſt, \ 
of none te ſt We, | 
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thy Butcher I will be. 


_ -and ſough. to help their\mocher deer, 


He up into the Tower went, 
- the Lacy being there, 


ſhe ftrait began to fear. 
Zut now my very Heart botb quake 
to think what I muſt write, 


my ſoul it Cotb affright, 
Yet Lmuft make an End cf tis 
which here l have begun, 
Which will make ſad the hardeſt Heart, 
de fore that | bave done, 
Fnis wretch unte the Lady went, 


at 


and her with Speed did will, : 


His Luſt orthwith toſatiſty, 
his mind for io fulfill. 


' The Lady the amazed was, 


to ha the Viilian ſpeak 3 
Alas, quoth ſhe, what ſhall } do: 
/ with Grief my Heart will break. 
With tba. he took her mn his rma, 
' ſhe trait for Help did Cry; 
Content your ſeit, Lady he ſaid, 
your Huſband is not migh : 
The Bridge is drawn, tue Gates are dan, 
© Therefore come lie with Be, 
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but it was all in vain; 
For that egregiou- filthy Rogue 
her Hands behind har bound, 
he threw er on ti © Ground. 
and ſuch a Noiſe did make, ' 


did {:ek their parts io take, 


But all in vain; no way Was found 


te help the Lady's need, 
V ho cry'd to them moſt piteoully, 
O help, O help with ſpeed 
Some ran into the Foreſt wide, 
her Lord home for to call; 


5 Amd they that £2049 fill did lament 


this galiant L ady's Fall 


ith tpeed ber Ld came poſting home, 


but could not enter in: 


The towns-folks bearing ber Laments, 


de chryſtal Tears tan down ber Pecs Ae mace the Father wring 2 
der children cry 


eee eee 


and then by Force with all bis might, / 


and drew her to tne very "Walls 
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who was near dead with ſea ec 
Lei chis vile Wreteb moſt cruelly 2 
did drag ber by the Hai: ; ; 


which when her Lord did 


Wich. that the ſhriek'd, her Children cry'd then preſently be cried out, 


and fell upon his Cnee 

 Quoth he, if thou wik fave ber Life, 
whom l do lorh io deat, | 

1 will forgive thee all that's paſt, 
tho' they concern me near, 


O lave her life | thee beſeech, 


O ſave ber | thee pray, ; ; 
And Iwill grant thee what then! whit 
demand uf me this Day. 

Well quoch tre Moor ! eo regard 

the moan that thou doſt make 4" 
If thou wilt grant me what I ak, 

] 11 fave her for thy ſake. 


< © 


His Lady's Cries did pierce his Heart, O ſave her Liſe, anc then demand 


to ca / he did begin: 
O hold thy Hand thou ſavage Moat, 

to hurt hei do forbear, 
Ot elſe beſure, if I do hon. | 


WI 


Wild Hories ſha'l thee tear. 


* ith that the Rogue ran to the Wall, | 


be 
And 
it's deareſt Blood to fpi!ll. © 
| The Child ſeeing nis Father there, 
to him for hep did call; 


ving had his will, 


' Who when ſhe ſaw his countenance grim, O Father, help my Mother dear, 


we mall be killed all. 
Then fell the Lord upon bis knee, 
and did the moor intreat 


e To fave the Life of this poor Child, 
4 


whoſe Fear was then fo great 
But this vile Wreich, the little Caild 
by dotn the Heels did take, 


* 


And daſh'o nis Brains againſt the Wall, 


While the Parents“ Hearts did ake. 
That being cone, Rxaightway be ran 
he otuer Child to fetch, 


And vluck'd it from the mother? 5 Breaſt, 


moſt like a cruel Wretch. 


Within one hand a Knife he brought, 


the Child within the*other, — 


And holding it over the Wall, 


ſaid, Thus ſhall die thy Mother, 
With that be cut the I hront of it, 
and to the Father he did call, 
Wl Icok bow be tne Head did cut, 
and down the Head did fall. 
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aht on: child ander his Arm, 


of me what Thing thou wit: 
'£ ut off thy Noſe, and not one 
of ner Rood ſhall be ſpilt. - 


: With That this Lord preſently took 


a Knife within his Hand, 
and his Nofe he quite cut of, * 

In place wher= he did ſtand, + 
Now [ have bought my Lady's Lite, 
he to the Moor did call; - = 
Then take her, quoth this wicked Rogre, 

and dawn he. let ter fail: 
Which when this gallart Lord did lor, | 
his ſenſes all did fail; | 
Yet Sages ſon; ht to fave bis Life, 
but nathing could prevail 
ene Moor did fee him dead : 
then he did laug b amain 
At them who for their pai ant Lord 
and Lady did cemplatmn: n 
'Quoth be | know you'll touure me 
if that you can me get: | 
But ail your I breats | do rel fear, 
nor yet regard one whit. 
Wild Hor ies thall my Eedy tear, 
know it co be irue: 
But I'll prevent you of that Pain, 
and down himſelf be threw g 
To good a death for fuch a Wretch, 
a Villian void of fear; | 


| — thus doth end a; lad * Tale, 


n ever Man did bear. 


ol 
Then to the Lady went this Rogan, + Hog 


